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	1. The Next Part

Her Love

**Disclaimer:**Nope, don't own 'em. Would be very happy (and very rich) if I did, but I don't. However, if Good Ol' Georgie ever feels like selling Obi-Wan/Mr. Ewan McGregor-Sir, he can hand him over to me anytime he feels like it. But, as it is, I am making no money, will never make money from this, and don't particularly care that I don't. The moral of this little tale is two itty-bitty words. Don't sue. 

**Rating:**Kinda PG, but kinda PG-13 because of a little inuendo and all that good stuff. 

**Author's Note:**I liked writing this one. It was cool. I know it's a bit open-ended, but. . .   
> <br>   
> <br> 

Her Love

"Ami, I love you." 

She looked at the face in front of her, once so cold and distant, now with eyes filled with a new hope. The sandy blond hair, blue eyes, features so similar to the other man in her life it was uncanny. The pair could have been brothers. And in essence, they were. Which made her feelings for this man not so difficult to understand. 

The breeze went through his hair, ruffling it, and lending more to the illusion of his youth. To hear those words from this man had been all she wanted to hear for so long. 

She smiled up at the beloved face of her companion. As she did so, he gently touched her face, caressing it. 

Amidala couldn't control herself any longer, and threw herself into his embrace. He was shocked by her actions, and jumped a little at the first touch of her lips. Then he returned it without hesitation. 

She was shocking herself, really. Here she was, Queen Amidala of the Naboo, barely out of childhood herself, always so calm and unmovable, kissing the man she loved with all of her heart and soul. 

It was unlike any kiss she had ever experienced. Warm sensations coursed through her stomach, making her feel a little queasy, but in a good way. She felt light headed and completely out of control of her body as she pressed closer to his warmth. 

When he drew back for air, Ami was grateful. Had he kissed her like that much longer, she would have lost all control of her senses. 

Then she looked up into his sky-blue eyes and felt her heart twist at the sheer beauty of the man. 

"I love you too, . . ."   
> <br> 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Ha-ha!!! This is Michelle speaking now. I was going to have her talk to one specific guy, and really she still is, but I decided that I would just leave it as it is, with the single clue to his identity. I think most of you can figure out who it is anyway, but I felt if I let it a bit open-ended, than fewer people would flame me, and more people could enjoy the story. 


	2. The Part After That

Her Love, Part Two

**Disclaimer:**Nope, don't own 'em. Would be very happy (and very rich) if I did, but I don't. However, if Good Ol' Georgie ever feels like selling Obi-Wan/Mr. Ewan McGregor-Sir, he can hand him over to me anytime he feels like it. But, as it is, I am making no money, will never make money from this, and don't particularly care that I don't. The moral of this little tale is two itty-bitty words. Don't sue. 

**Rating:**I guess it would be G, because I don't really say anything bad... 

**Author's Note:** This is for all of you that told me you couldn't tell who I was writing about (You know who you are!). I just figured I'd write the sequel and leave it hanging again. I hope you can figure out who I'm writing about by now, because it definately isn't one of the two if you read carefully enough. I think I gave a bigger hint in this one, but still it's not really a good hint. If you really want to know who I'm writing about, then re-read the first part very carefully. Enjoy!!!   
> <br>   
> <br> 

Her Love, Part Two

"Ami, I love you." 

Those same words spoken to her, almost in the same tone of voice. And yet these same words had such different meanings to her. 

Coming from one, they made her feel safe and loved. From the other, in addition to those feelings, they made her feel confused and torn. 

Yes, she loved this man. Tall and strong, like the other. Sandy haired and blue eyed, the two Jedi were like brothers more than anything else. And, yes, both of them had professed their love for her. 

She loved them both as well, God help her. It eluded her completely how the two could be so alike, outside and in, and yet could arouse such dissimilar emotions within her. 

Like the man before her now. She loved him so much it was unbearable, he had given her hope when it seemed there was none, stood by her side in the worst of times, seen all her faults and stood by her still. (Perhaps he was as flawed as she?) 

Yes, she loved this man. But not like the other. Never like the other. This man didn't make her stomach twist when he had kissed her, he didn't make her want to forsake everything she had ever believed in for a moment in his embrace. But she loved him still. 

Queen Amidala stepped closer to the man and hugged him. She tugged gently on his ponytail, once used to torment him, now more of an endearment than anything else. 

"I love you too, . . ." 

--------------------------------------- 

This is Michelle speaking again. Well whatdya think? I love comments!!! gnrgirl@hotmail.com 


	3. And the one After That

Her Love, Part Three

**Disclaimer:**Nope, don't own 'em. Would be very happy (and very rich) if I did, but I don't. However, if Good Ol' Georgie ever feels like selling Obi-Wan/Mr. Ewan McGregor-Sir, he can hand him over to me anytime he feels like it. But, as it is, I am making no money, will never make money from this, and don't particularly care that I don't. The moral of this little tale is two itty-bitty words. Don't sue. 

**Rating:**G, I'm fairly certain. 

**Author's Note**I do believe I'm starting to enjoy this. Once again, I think I left a clue in this story, but I'm not sure if it's a good one. The best one, as I've said before, is in the first part. But, I should tell you, at least one of you has gotten it right so far! Anyway, I hope everyone likes this one as much as the other two.   
> <br>   
> <br> 

Her Love, Part Three

"Ami, I love you." 

Those four simple words were tearing her world, and her heart, in two. 

She loved them both dearly, and told them both that she did. It just happened that one tended to invoke more...sisterly affections than romantic intentions in her. 

It was inexplicable really. The men were so alike in so many ways, but polar opposites in others. They were like Yin and Yang; two brothers so different, but alike too. 

She looked at her reflection in the mirror. So pale, even without the make-up, so ordinary. It was beyond her belief how these men, both so virile, could ever see anything in her. She absentmindedly raked a hand through her hair, wincing when it caught at the tangles. 

Sabe had entered the room, in her usual way, which never ceased to startle her. Neither woman said anything as Sabe took up a comb and began working it through Amidala's thick tresses. 

Amidala sighed in contentment and began to apply her make-up, a task usually relegated to one of her handmaidens, but she wanted to look her best tonight and trusted no other to attend to her preparations. 

Tonight. Tonight was coming slower than she would have wanted. Tonight she would meet with her most trusted advisors over dinner in the grand dining hall. And He would be there. 

Him, the man who loved her. The man she would readily die for. The man she would give up her throne, her fortune, and even her freedom for. Him... 

She thought about that single man as Sabe helped her into the new green velvet robe. It was by far her favorite dress with it's gold thread trim and ivory inlay. She had ordered it made thinking how she would look in his eyes when she donned the expensive gown. 

The Queen sat silently as Sabe finished with her headdress. Then, she got up slowly and exited her chambers. 

Immediately four of her elite guard surrounded her and Sabe. They made their way to the grand dining hall, where her love waited for her. 

The moment she stepped into the room, she could feel his presence. Not through the Force, not like the two could sense her, but with her own intuition. How every woman is immediatley sensitized to the presence of the man she is in love with. 

Her eyes scanned the room for Him. And then, almost magically, their eyes locked; sky blue to deep brown. She was glad for all the extra attention she'd paid to her dress as he smiled at her. She could feel the blush creeping into her cheeks, glad, for once, of the ceremonial white cake make-up she wore. 

And in her mind she replied to the unspoken words in her love's eyes. The words he had said to her only a day past. 

"I love you too..."   
> <br>   
> <p>

---------------------------------------------------------------- 

Michelle here. So how'd you like the third installment of "Her Love"? I know I enjoyed writing it. 

Who knows? I might even write a fourth part, given enough encouragement and an idea how to continue this. Actually, to think of it, I may have just thought of part four...   
> <p>


	4. The One Following That

Her Love, Part Four

**Disclaimer:**Nope, don't own 'em. Would be very happy (and very rich) if I did, but I don't. However, if Good Ol' Georgie ever feels like selling Obi-Wan/Mr. Ewan McGregor-Sir, he can hand him over to me anytime he feels like it. But, as it is, I am making no money, will never make money from this, and don't particularly care that I don't. The moral of this little tale is two itty-bitty words. Don't sue. 

**Rating:**G. Not much in this one. 

**Author's Note**Well, here's part four for all my faithful readers. It's not as good as the other three parts because I was watching TV when I wrote it and consequently, the wording at certain points is a bit weak. Well, anyway, I hope I've still left it unclear as to the identity, but I will give you one major hint. The clue I left really has nothing to do with hair color or eye color because I still picture Anakin as Jake Llyod (blond and Blue) and I always thought Ewan McGregor had the blond and blue as well. And if he doesn't, for the sake of the story, just pretend. Enjoy!!!   
> <br>   
> <br> 

Her Love, Part Four

"Ami, I love you." 

Both men, each seated on either side of her, had said this to her. Both men meant it too, she saw that in their eyes. 

She sat in idle chat with them and her most trusted handmaiden, Sabe, hours after a meeting with her advisors had gone sour. 

Her dress had long since been discarded, her hair hung in a thick braid down her back. And her face was once again devoid of the thick, heavy make-up that had begun to melt in the hot room. 

Heat warmed her right side, the side He was on. She could feel his presence like the bright center of the universe. Her side was on fire; she was surprised no one had noticed the flush in her pale cheeks. 

The other presence was warming as well. Not the soul-searing heat He caused in her, but a gentle warmth. One that could heat her even in the coldnes of space. 

She looked at the two faces, once again noticing the striking similarities between the two. both Jedi had sandy blond hair and light blue eyes. But for some reason, she couls never describe His eyes as being light blue, but rather sky blue. It was odd how she had begun to think about this man. 

A year ago, she barely gave him a second thought. She felt she was still too young to have feelings for this man, for any man. But after long hours in talk, the trust that had been fostered between them years ago, had changed. The trust they had built began to alter it's form into love. She wasn't sure when it happened. If it was the talks by the pool, or during meetings, when they would share jokes with their eyes during particularly humorous speeches, or even if it was all the time she spent thinking about him when they were apart. However unsure she was of when it began, she knew without a doubt that this love she felt for Him would never sway. She would love him until the end of time and beyond. Even if they could never be together, she would always love him. 

Long after Sabe and the other man had left the chamber, He remained in the Queen's recieving chamber. 

They spent a long moment in uncomfortable silence before speaking awkwardly. 

Moments into the conversation, He moved closer to her and caressed her crimson cheek. He whispered something softly in her ear, so softly she could barely hear it. But she knew what he had said, she could feel it. 

And just before she pressed her lips to his, she responded to the phrase which had so gently escaped his own lips moments before. 

"I love you too..."   
> <br>   
> <br> 

------------------------------------------------------- 

Well, well, well, this is Michelle. Hope you liked part four. I think I gave a hint this time. I might do a fifth part, I haven't decided yet. If I do a fifth part, it might give away her true love, but then again it might not. I can always be persuaded to tell you, even though if you read all of the story carefully, you could definately figure out which one it is. You want a big hint, you say? Well, let's just say that I've given the same hint in everyone of these things. That's all I'm saying for now. gnrgirl@hotmail.com 


	5. The Next One

